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Izzy 


Author's Notes: 

A/N Its been ages since I've browsed through Rockfic, but re-discovered it recently and thought I'd write a 
story of my own Constructive criticism is welcome; flames are not. ls the first chapter good? Bad? Meh? 
What do | need to improve on? 

Disclaimer: | am in no way associated with Guns N' Roses. All characters that are mine are purely fictional. 


Any basis with a real person are coincidence. 


| zzy 


What might come to a shock to some is that there is no excitement, no commotion, zero pandemonium, in the 
GnR Hellhouse. 

This is when you cherish the moment. Cherish the fucking moment, man. You just gotta lie in bed with your 
high and savor it. At least for now, there's no headache. 

Just sweet, sweet silence. 

A loud snapping noise slices through the silence. 

| feel someone bouncing on the bed, pushing me into the covers. 

| raise a hand, pushing away whoever decided to attack me. "What the hell, dude?" My voice is still slurred 
from sleep, so unfortunately | don't sound very threatening. 

"Wakey wakey, eggs and bakery," a sing-songy voice purrs, and | pull the covers over my face. 

"You fucking stink, man. Go take a shower or something." 

Slash pulls the coverlet off my face and grins. "Never," he contraries. "Axl's cousin made breakfast." 

| frown. "I didn't even know Axl had a cousin" Nor did | know she was coming to visit, but then again, there are 
a lot of things Axl would neglect to mention 

"Neither did we," Slash chuckles through a smirk. "But she ain't half-bad" 

"Is she a looker?" 

"Dude, don't even think about it," Slash warns, hopping off the bed and onto the floor. "Axl would kick your ass 
if you even thought about doing her." 

“Alright, alright" Irritation is already creeping into my voice. "I'll be down in a sec. Now fuck off” 

Slash surprisingly obeys and closes the door behind him. 

Slash isn't all that bad once you get to know him, | guess. A little quirky and a bit rude, but alright. He's loyal 
to the end, and that's all that matters. Not to mention a kickass guitarist, too. 

| pull on a baggy Grateful Dead T-shirt that looks like it's a hand-me-down from Jerry Garcia himself, jeans, 
and decide to go barefoot before heading downstairs. 

The strong yet pleasant aroma of pancakes assaults my nostrils as | enter the kitchen. 

Slash, Duff, Steven, and Axl are already sitting at the table, eager for breakfast. 

Slash takes a long, exaggerated swig of his beer and belches; subsequently looking around to see if anyone 
noticed. 

We pretend nothing happened. 

A young girl, maybe nineteen or twenty years of age, ambles into the kitchen carrying a plate of heaping 
pancakes. 

"Breakfast is served" She smiles, a cute little smile, and slides the plate onto the table before sitting down 
beside Axl. 

"Uh, who are you?" Steven proposes, eyeing her warily. 

She smiles grimly. "My cousin is terrible at introductions," she says sheepishly. Her voice is husky, but not 
annoyingly deep. It's almost..soothing. "I'm Briar. Briar Bailey." What a mouthful. She probably had to explain 
herself all her life. 


How fitting. She looks a bit like Axl, | guess. She has shaggy red hair that reaches her shoulders, and an 
attractive heart-shaped face. She's wearing jeans, a blue-and-grey (or is it gray?) flannel, and spiked combat 
boots. A hoop lip ring pokes out of the right side of her mouth, glinting in the kitchen light. 

"Did that hurt?" Steven asks through a mouthful of pancakes. 

"What?" Briar squints at him. 

"That" He points to the said lip ring. If he's trying to be discreet, it isn't working. | cringe at the awkward 
exchange. 

"Oh" She touches it, frowning, as if she just remembered it's there. "Not really. A litte, | guess." 

"Cool." Steven shrugs, and that was the end of that. 

| can't help myself. "So, uh, where did the name Briar come from?" 

Briar winces, her broad shoulders stiffening. She's not exactly overweight, per say- more like big-boned and 
tough. "My parents are...eccentric," she replies, choosing her words carefully, "and they thought it would be 
cute to name me after a plant" 

| chuckle awkwardly. "Could be worse, | guess.” 

What's the big deal? 

I'm usually not this bad with chicks. 

Could be worse, | guess? 


Really, man? 


